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PROLOGUE. 


BY HEN firſt, in falling Greece's evil Hour, 

. aim d at univerſal Pow'r ; 

When the fierce Man of Macedon began 

Of a new Monarchy to form the Plan; 

Each Greek (as fam'd Demoſthenes relates) 

Politically mad ! wou'd rave of States ! 

And bely d to form, where'er the Mob could meet, 

An Areopagus in ev'ry Street. 

What News, what News? was their eternal cry 

Is Philip fick ! * — then ſoar d their ſpirits high, —— 

Philip is well / Dejedion in each Eye. 

Athenian Coblers jou d 5 in deep Debate, 

While Gold in — undermin'd the State; 

Till Wiſdom's Bird the Vultur's Prey was made ; 

And the Sword gleam d in Academus Shade. 
Now modern Philips threaten this our Land, 


What ſay Britannia's ? — along the Strand 
What News ? 22 the ſame Paſſion ſmit ; 
And there at you rival Attic Wit. 


A Parliament e — * all _ 

On flate Aﬀairs — * frall*wing a Taylor's News ;* 

For Ways and Means no flary'd Projector ſleeps; 

And ev'ry Shop ſome mighty Stateſman "dll 

He Britain's foes, » can 
it — en, and neglect his Till. 

In ev'ry Ale houſe Legiſlators meet; 

And Patriots ſettle Kingdoms in the Fleet. 


To fhew thi: Phrenzy in its genuine Light, 
A modern Newſmonger appears to Ni * 


Trick'd out from Addiſon's accompliſh4 Page 
Behold ! th" Upholſterer aſcends the 2 


No Minifler ſuch — er hath 
He turns a BANK Rur r for the public 
Undone . — Ny ph — 
A Politician ! Whig. nor Tory 
r call; 
Hes Knight 6 ** repreſents ye all.” 


As 


* Vide the firſt Philippic, 


10 


to you be yields his Plan ; 


Quionunc, the Upholſterer, Mr. Dunsrarr. 
Paurntzr, Mr. Su urn. 
Razor, a Barber, Mr. Woodward. 
Fra, Mr. Haves. 
Ber.LKouR, Mr. WarTe. 
Rovs wr, Mr. Davis. 
Contcit, a Lawyer, * 
Ba tisxk, 
Watchman, Mr. WarrEx. 
WOMEN. 

Hanrzigr, 
TerMAaGaNnT, 
Maid to FzzBLe, 

For the ſake of Brevity, 
in the Repreſentation, 


the ſecond A@. 


as are likewiſe a few Paſſages in 
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Bell. You won't have done, Raſcal. X 

riß. In ſhort, my young Miftreſs and her Maid 
have as much Pride and Poverty as — as — no Matter 
what, they have the Devil and all, —  — when at 
the fame Time every Body knows the old broken U 
holſterer, Miſs Harriet's — might give us all 
has in the World, and not eat the worſe Pudding on a 
Sunday for it. | 

Bell. Impious, execrable Atheiſt! What, detraRt 
from Heaven: Fll reſorm your Notions, I will, 
faucy — | [heats him. 
Brifk. Nay, but my dear Sir! — a little Patience, 
— not fo hard. — 

Enter Rovrwrl t. 

Rove. Bellmour your Servant, what at Logger- 
heads with my old Friend Brife. 

Bell. Confuſion! Mr. Revervell your Servant. 
this is your doing, Hang-dog. — Jack Rovewell | 
ain to fee thee. 

Rewe. Briſs uſed to be a good Servant, — be has 
— r tampering with any of his Maſter's Girls, 

5 

Rell. Do you know, Rowervell, that he has had the 
Rs _ to talk detractingly and profanely of my 

iRreſs ? — 

Brift. For which, Sir, I have ſuffered inhumanly and 
moſt unchriſtian-like, I affure you. 

Bell. Will you leave Prating, Booby ? 

Rove. Well, but, Bellmour, where does the live ? — 
Pm but juft arriv'd you know, and Fil go and beat 
her Quarters. [ Half afede. 

„ then half aide.) | 

— N none z to all ſhe Smiles extends, 

Oft e rejefs, but never once offends. 

Handi muſing. ] 

Rove. Hey! What fallen into a Reverie !—Prithee, 
Briſh, what does all this mean? 

Briſk, Why, Sir, you muſt know — I am over Head 
and Fars in Love. — | 


Rove But I mwican your Maſter; what ails him? 


Or, What NZ WS? 
| That's the very thing Pm goi 
Sir, — as I ſaid, Sir, — | am over 
Love with a whimfſica}, qreer kind of a Piece, here 


th all — 
[Strikes Jin on the Shoulder, then Iludicrouſly repeats.] 
Ye Gods annibilate both Space and Time, 


pla about her Mouth, yo . 
Rove. Ten ſand Pounds had better play about 
her Pocket — what Fortune has ſhe ? 
Briſk. Heaven help us, not much to crack of. — 
Bell. Not much to crack of, Mr. Brazen, prithee, 
Rowvewell, how can you be fo ungenerous as to aſk 
ſuch a Queſtion? You know I don't mind Fortune; 
* the A. who is — — 
to ſomely on z and on the Strength 
of - xp = ſhe gi herſelf innumerable Airs. —— 
Rove. Fortune not to be minded! —— I'll tell you 
what, Bellmour, tho* you have a good one already, 
there's no kind of Inconvenience in a little mere. — 
Fm fure if I had not minded Fortune, I might have been 
in Jamaica ſtill, not worth a Sugar-Cane ; but the 
Widow Molefſes took a F 


turn'd a-drift by my Fa- 
warm Planter, and a Widower, 
i but, my dear Bell- 


Bell. Oh! — by the moſt fortunate Accident that 
ever was.—P'll tell thee, Rewe well!: I was going one 
Night from the Tavern about fix Weeks ago, —1 had 
been there with a Parcel of Blades whoſe only Joy is 
666 this Accident I 

A4 | 
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was no better myſelf, — but ever fince I am grown quite 
a new 


Rove. Ay, = new Man indeed !—Who in the Name 
of Wonder would - =_ art into a 
muſin » mopin E · melanc Lover, the Char- 
les Bellmour whom 1 knew in the Wl-Indier?. 


Bell. Poh, that is not mentioned, ——you 
Will from the — 


Father took me againſt my 
and conſi K to 1 Diſcipline of a 
Man of War ; t to prevent a Dejection of Spirits, 
] was oblig'd to run into the oppoſite Extreme. 
as you yourſelf were wont to do. | 
Rove. Why, yes, I had my Moments of RefleQion, 
and was glad to diiſipate them—You know I always told 
there was ſomething extraordinary in my Story ; 
and ſo there is ſtill, I ſuppoſe it muſt be cleared up in 
= few Davs now—l'm in no Hurry about it tho”; 1 
muſt ſee the Town a little this Evening, ard have my 
Frolick firſt. But to the Point. Reilmour, you was go- 
ing from the Tavern you ay. 
Bell. Yes, Sir, about two in the Morning,. and 1 
perceived an unuſual Blaze in the Air,—I was in a 


rambling Humour, and fo retolv'd to know what it 
WAS. 


Bri. I. and my Maſter went „Sir. 

Bell. Oh! Rowewell! my better Stars ordain d it 
to light me on to Happineſs by ſure Attraction led, 
I came to the = x bay” ; | hoy 
W ater-Engines playi lames aſcending, urry, 
Confuſion, and Aren; when on a faddon the Voice 
of Deſpair, Silver ſweet, came thrilling down to my 
very Heart; „ dear, little Soul, what can the do, 
cried the — bours? Again ſhe . * Fire 
gatheri orce, and gaining upon every Inſtant; 
1 ſaid Ihe into my Arms, Pu be fure 
to receive you and wou'd you think it? down ſhe 
came, -my dear Rowvewwell, ſuch a Girl !—I caught 


her in my Arms, you Rogue, fafe, without Harm.— 
"The dear naked Yenus, juſt riſen from her Bed, my 
Boy, — her ſlender Waiſt, Rowvewe/l, the downy Smooth- 
neſs of her whole Perſon, and her Limbs © harmo- 
nious, ſwell'd by Nature's ſofteſt — 
de. 


4 


4 


5 ! Do, ies cone 


Diſtreſs, diſpers'd my wildeſt Thoughts, and 
1 Tenderneſs and ReſpeR. : 


Bell. My Views are honourable I aſſure you, Sir; 
but her Father is ſo abſurd! tive—The 's diſ- 
ower, and will give his 
Daughter to none but a Politician. —When there was 


lovely Daughter paſs unnoticed. 
Rove. Ridiculous enough !—But why do mind 
him? Why _ IO to Bed to the Wench at once ? 
ceping 


— Take her into . Man. — 
Bell. How can you talk fo affrontingly of her ?— 
_ 21 told 2 her . 4 ruin d. {till ſhe 
t Expectancĩes from a rich relation 
the Then what do you ſtand watering at the 
Mouth for ? If the is to have Money enough to pay 
for her China, her Gaming Debts, ber Dogs, and ker 
Monkeys, marry her then, if you needs mutt be en- 
ſnar d; be in a Fool's Paradiſe for a Honey-Moon, 
then come to ſelf, wonder at what you've done, 
and mix with honeft Fellows again carry her off I 
fay, and never ſtand whining 285 the Father's Con- 


ſent 
y her off? —I like the Scheme, —will vou 


Bell. Carr 
aii ii me? a 
Kode. No, no, there I beg to be excus d. Don't 
you remember what the Satyrii ſays,— Never ma- 
** ry while there's a Halter to be had for Money, ot a 
* Biidfge to afford a convenient Leap.” 
| A 5 Peil. 
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Bell. Prithee leave Fooling — 

Rove. I am in ſerious Earneſt I affure you; I'll drink 
with you, with you, into any Scheme or 
Frolic with you, but war i —— Nay, if 
pau come to the Tavern this Evening, Pl! drink your 

iſtreſs's Health in a Bumper ; but as to your conugal 
—_— PI have nothing to do with that Buſinef: po- 

tively.— 
meet at ten e „l 
t; then and there I'll let you know what fur- 
fures P've concerted. 

Rove. Till then, Farewell, a-propos, do you know 
that I've ſeen none of my Relations yet? 

Bell. Time enou o-motrow. 

- Rove. Ay, ay, 
Servant 


Bell. Rowewell, yours 
Stairs, — and d' ye hear, come to me into my Study that 
7 a Letter to Harriet, and hark ye, Sir, 
— you ſee Harriet ; and let me have 
35 NI Jari of 

7 4 Maid, wi 8 
dad Words, of which ſhe neither knows the Meaning 
nor Pronunciation. Exit Briſk.] Fil write to her this 
Moment, acquaint her with the ſoft Tumult of my De- 
fires, and, if poſſible, make her mine this very Night. — 

[Exit repeating 

Love firfl taught Letters for ſome Wretch's Ai 

Some baniſh'd Lover, or ſome captive Maid —— 

SCENE The Uphbolſterer's Houſe. 
Enter Harriet and TeEkMAGAanT. 

Term. Well, but Ma'am, he has made love to you 
8 he has been as conſtant in his 
Moors, poor Gentleman, as if you had the Subwerfion 
of a State to ſettle upon him—and if he flips thro your 
— 2 994 Ma 'am, you have nobody to depute it to 


but yourſelf. 
Har. Lard, Termagant, how you run on I tell you 
again and again my Pride was touched, becauſe he 


laſt Ni 
ther 


* 


* 


Or, What NWS? 11 
ſeeme . to preſume on his Opulence, and my Father's 


Term. La, Miſs Harriet, how can you be ſo para- 
dropfical in your ' Pinions ? | 

Har. Well, but you know tho' my Father's Affairs 
are ruin'd I am not in fo def] a Way; conſider 
my Uncle's Fortune is no Trifle, and I think that 
En a few Airs before I 


_ my 
erm. I grant ye, Ma'am, have Pre- 
tenſions ; but then it's waiting fo 11 : 
Pl venture to be perjur'd Mr. Belluour ne er diſclaim'd 
an [dear of your Father's Diftreſs — 

Har. Su that. | 


« Term. Suppoſe, Matam—1 know ir diſputably to be 


Har. Indiſputably I gueſs you mean; — but I'm 
tired of wrangli Vick you about Words. 

Term. By my Troth you're in the right on't ;—there's 
ne'er a ſhe in all old England, (as your Father calls it) 
is Miſtreſs of ſuch Phifology, as I am. Incertain | am. 
as how you does not know nobody that puts their 
Words together with ſuch a Curacy as myſelf. I] once 
lived with a Miſtus, Ma'am,— Miftus /—She was a 
Lady—a great Brewer's Wife !—and ſhe wore as tine 
Cloaths as any Perſon of Quality, let her get up us 
early as ſhe wil —and the uſed to call me—Tarmagant, 
ſays ſhe, —What's the Sigrification of ſuch a Word—- 
and | always told her—T told her the [mportation of all 
my Words, though I could not help iughing, its 
Harriet, to ſee ſo fine a Lady ſuch a duwnripht /uncr a- 
nimus. 

Har. Well, —but pray now, Termagant, would you 
have me directly upon being aſked the Qucition, thiow 
myſelf into the Arms ot a Man? | | 

Term. © my Confcience vou did throv? your ſelf into 
his Arms with ſcarce a Shitt on, that's what you did. 

Har. Yes, but that was a Leap in the Dark, whe: 
there was no Time to think of it. 

Term. Well, it does not ſignify Argifniag, I wiſh we 
were both warm in Bed; you with vir. Bellmour., a 
I with his Coxcomb of a. Man; inlzcad of being mann 


4 
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6d here with an old. cxa craſy Fool—axing your Pardon 


48 
TX 4 „ with his Policies - when his 


Houſe is full of Stataes of Bangcreſſy. 
Har. It's too true, Termagant,—yet he's my Father 
fill, and I can't help loving him. 
Term. Fiddle faddle, Love him !—he's an Anecdote 
againſt Love. 
Har. Huſh! here he comes 
. AN it's your Uncle Feeble, poor Gentleman, 
pity's eaten up with / to be taking 
ſuch Pains with a Madman. Berke. 
Enter Feeble. 
1 Well, Uncle, have you been able to conſole 
Feeble. He wants no Conſolation, Child, —lackaday, 
—T'm ſo infirm I can hardly move.—1 found him tracing 
in the Map, Prince Charles of Lerraine's Paſſage over 


a as a News-paper 
Pack of Lies, „ IM 
Feeble. Ay, there were three or four ſhabby F 


ws pry" Well now I wiſhes there was no fuch 


er 
bour Counſellor 1 to him,—don't be dejected 
Harriet, my poor Siſter, 1 was 
Woman; 42 your for her fake » Child, and 
worth, hall be dee | muſt be going, 
myſelf but very ill; good Night, Harrier ou 

Har. You'll give me Leave to fee you to the 
Sir. [Exit 
Term. O' my Conſcience this Maſter of mine 
here might have pick'd up his Crums as well as 
Feeble, if he had any Idear of his Buſineſs, Im 
if I had not Hopes from Mr. Fable, I ſhould not 


— 


Mr. 
fure 
tar- 


ty ind this Houſe —— By my Troth, if all who have 


nothing to toy 10 the {fairs of the Nation, would 


| + 


+. 


right, 4 times — why then upon my new 


Or, What News? 13 


mind their own Buſineſs, and thoſe who ſhould take 
care of our fairs, would mind their Buſineſs too, |! 

poor England (as they call it) would fare 
the better em —— This old crazy Pate within 
here — playing the Fool —— when the Man is paſt 
wg temneſler. [Exit T 
SCENE diſcovers Quidxvunxc at a Table with 

Papers, P ts, &c. all around him. | 
9uid. Six and three is nine — ſeven and four is ele- 
ven, and one let me ſee, 126 Million — 
21 — 4 

, where's t i 


erat 
t. in 20 f 
, Aſſeſſment 


there's 4 Million — how are we ruined ? — what fays 
Malt, Cyder, and Mum, —— eleven and one, 
. A „Malt, Hops, 5 
G 


Mum; then there's the Wine Licence, the 
in At — The Gin Ad is no bad Article if 
the People will ſhoot Fire down their Throats, why 


again! — Stamp k 

En unn have a bed Effen 
Papers, and we ſhan' t have enough of 
's my new 


Here it is —Now for the 

* ow are we ruin'd? 7 and 
carry nought—nought and carry one. 
Tuer Tzauacanr. 


Term. Sir, Sir. 
Quid. Hold your Tongue you Baggage, you'll put 
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Term. Ay, I'm confilous as how you may thank your 


ED Rn as or Tg 
id. Ruin t ation ! — your you 
— Im 1. the — within the Year, 

did 


2 Yes, 2 fine Mar- 


wid. Get out of the Room, Huſſey — you Trol- 
* out of the Room. — [turning her out. 
nter Razor, with Suds on his Hands, &c. 

Quid. Friend Razer, I am glad to fee thee—well, 
haſt got any News? 

Razor. A Budget! I left a Gentleman half ſhaved 
in my Shop over the way ; it came into my Head of 
a en, ſo | could not be at Eaſe till I told you. — 

Quid. That's kind, that's kind, Friend Razor — 
never mind the Gentleman, he can wait. —— 

Razor. Yes, ſo he can, he can wait. — 

Puid. Come, now let's hear, what is't ? 

Razor. | ſhav'd a great Man's Butler to Day. — 
Quad. Did ye? = 

Razor. I did. 

Quid. Ay; 

Razor. Very true. (both ſbale their Heads.) 
Quid. What did he fay? 

Razor. Nothing. a 

Avid. Hum — did he look ? 
Razor. Full of Thought. | 
Qui. Ay? full of —— what can that 
- mean ? 


— . . 
| | (flaring at each other.) 
Quid. Maybap ſomebody may be going out of 


Razor. Like enough, —— there's ſomething at the 
Bottom, when a great Man's Butler looks: grave, 
things can't hold out in this manner, Maſter Auid- 
nunc — Kingdoms riſe and fall ! Luxury will 
be the ruin of us all, it will indeed. (Stares at him.) 

Nuid. Pray now, Friend Razor, do you find Buſineſs 
as Current now as before the War? _ 

| Ser. 


yo 


* 
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what you 
Razor 


, Fm a 


I'm a 


» I can't 


coming 


Mr. 


come of the Pr 
the better in the 


x 


War. — 


preſent 


of our Cof- 
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Razor That makes me eaſy — I'm glad the Proteſ- 
tants will know where to i 


the 


k'ye 


it does, if they but hold up 
where to go, I ſhall then have 
— [Exit Razor. 


heave down at a time, 
no End of it—and then why ſhould 

— Daugh and 
where ter comes, and yet 
be ruinati mary Give-a-balter, while that 
poor thing is ing her Heart. 

Enter Harriet. hy 

Quid. It's one Comfort, however, they can always 

| have freſh Proviſions in the Mediterranean — 


ple in our Situation? 
Avid. The Mediterranean, Child? Why if we ſhould 
| loſe the Mediterranean, we're all undone. 


Har. Dear Sir, that's our Misfortune — we 
are undone — 
Quid. No, no, — here, here Child — I have raifed 


the ies within the Year.” 
Term. | tell you, you're a lunadic Man. 

Yes, yes, Fm a Lunatic to be ſure — I tell 
you, Harrier, | have ſaved a gread deal out of wy 
Affairs for you — | 

Heav'n's fake, Sir, don't do that —— you 


Har. Dear Papa, what's the Mediterranean to Peo- | 


Or, What News? 17 


z — you ſhall have my Books and 
the ifeſtoes of the Powers at War. — 
Har. And fo 


and 
1 fad 


you, 
of your Country in theſe worſt of Times; for Mr. 


Monitor has told us, that Aﬀairs in the North, and 
ow TICKLISH. 
wire are very TICK» 


mapant.— 
k to him — I know you are in 
H Situation, Mͤa am. 
22 I tell you, you Trull.— | 
erm. But I am convicted it is ſo — and the Poſture 
of my Affairs is very TICKLISH roo — and io I im- 
precate that Mr. Bel[mour wou'd come, and, —— 

Quid. Mr. Bellmour come! | tell you, Mrs. Saucebox, 
that oy ſhall never be married to a Man 
that has not better Notions of the Balance of Power. 

Term. But what Purvifion will you make for her 
now with your Balances? 

Yuid. in now! — Why do you think I 
don't know what Pm about? Fll look in the Papers for 
a Match for you, Child ; there's often good Matches 
betide it! —— I once thought to have ſtruck a great 
Stroke, that would have aſtoniſhed all Europe, I 


have married hter Theodore 
2 9 ac 
in a Jail, Sir! 


ar. What, and have me 
9uid. S'hodikins my Daughter would have had her 
Coronation-Day; —— I ſhould have been allied to a 
crowned Head, and been rixsT Lob or Thy Te- 
SURY 
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szunv or Consica ! But come, — now Fil go and 
talk over the London Evening, till the Gazette comes 
in — I ſhan't ſleep to Night unleſs I fee the Gazette. 

edic PE: . 4, the Door 

Codic. Mr. Qui , your — ö 
was open, and I entered upon the Premiſſes — I'm juſt 
come from the Hall. 

Quid. $'bodikins! This Man is now come to keep 
me at Home. ; 

Codic. Upon my Word Miſs Harriet's a very pretty 


Lady, as 2 Lady, as one would de- 
84 83 your moſt obedi- 
ent ; I have drawn Friend Frebles Will, in which 
you have all his Goods and Chattels, Lands and He- 


reditaments. 

Har. I thank Sir, for the Information — 
Codic. Ard I ſoon to draw your Marriage 
Settlement for my Friend Mr. Bell maur. 
bb N 

a — i r » * to K i to L 

Codic. Why yes, I have Inſtructions for that Pur- 
131 » I am inſtructed to expound the 

w to you. 

Suid. What, the Law of Nations? 
Codic. I am inftruted, Sir, that you're a Bankrupt 


and my Inſtructions ſay further, that you are fum- 


moned to appear before the Commiſſioners To- mor- 
row. — 


 _ Quid. That be, Sir, but I can't go To-mor- 

row, and fo I ſend em Word — l am to be To- 
morrow at Slaughter's Coffee-houſe with a private 
Committee about Buſinefs of great Conſequence to the 


Affairs of Europe. — 

 Cadic. Then, Sir, if you don't go, I muſt inſtruct 
you, that you'll be guilty of a Felony : it will be deem'd 
to be done male Anime — it is held fo in the Books — 


and what ſays the Statute? By the 5th George 2d, 


without Benefit of Clergy. ach 4 


. 
: Aris. 


vy 


| 
{ 


xy 


in while I am there 


er in my Mind 
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uid. Ay, —— you tell me News. — 

Codic, Give me leave, Sir, — I am inftrufted to 

the Law to you; Felony is thus defcribed 

in the Books, Felonia, faith Hotoman, de Verbis feu- 

dalibus, Wee capitale facinus, a capital Offence. 
Quid. You tell me News, you do indeed. | 
Codic. It was ſo apprehended by the Goths, and the 


Longobards, and what faith Sir 4 Coke ? Fieri 
debeat felleo animy. 


Quid. You've told me News —— I did not know 
it was Felony; but if the Flanders Mail ſhould come 


I] ſhall know nothing at all 
of it. — 


Codic. But why ſhould you be uneaſy ? cui bono Mr. 
Quidrunc, cui bong? 

Quid. Not uneaſy! If the Papiſts ſhould beat the 
omg 1 hes dvantage 
. But I tel} , they can no A 
of us. The Laws . the further Growth of Po. 
will ſecure us there are Proviſoes in 
avour of Proteftants Purchaſers under Papifts — 

roth Geo. I Cap. 4 and 6 Geo. II. Cap. 5. 


Quid. Ay! 
Codic. And befides Pepiſh Recuſants can't 

Arms, fo can have no Right of Conqueſt, Yi & armis. 
Quid. That's true that's true — I'm eaſi- 


Codic. To be fure, what are you uneaſy about? 
The Papiſts can have no Claim to Silefia. — 

Qui. Can't they? | 

Codic. No, they can ſet up no Claim —— If the 
Queen.on her Marriage bad put all her Lands into 
Hotchpot, then indeed —— and it ſeemeth, faith Little- 
ton, that this Word Hoetchper is in Engliſh a Pud- 


uid. You reaſon very clearly, Mr. Codicil, upon 

the Rights of the Powers at War, and fo now if you 
will, I am ready to talk a little of my Affairs. 

Codic. Nor does the Matter reſt here; for how 

can the ſet up a Claim, when ſhe has made a Con- 

veyance to the Houſe of Brendenburgh? the 1 8 
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Mr. Quidnunc is very ſevere againſt fraudulent Con” 

veyances. — 

Quid. & bodikins, you have fatisfied me.—— }- 

Codic. Why therefore then — if he will levy Fines 

and ſuffer a common Recovery ; he can th it as 

he likes in codum femplex, provided he care to 
t in | 

* Oui Fm heartily glad of it; — fo that with re- 

gard to my Effects. 


l Why then ſuppoſe ſhe was to bring it to a 


and as to Equity. — 
render my Books and 


my 

Cote What wou'd —4 bay for her ? Equity can't 
relieve her, he might keep at leaſt twenty Years 
before a Maſter to ſettle the Account. 


Proteſ- 


Statute 12 II. has declar- 
all Lands to be held under a Common Socage. 

9uid. Pray now, Mr. Codicil, muſt not my Creditors 
ve their Debts? a 
. re held in Com- 
mon Socage, I ſubmit it to the Court, —— whether the 
can have any Claim to Kniphts 
can't call to him for a ſingle 


85 
for the Wars 
— Unum _—c what is Com- 
mon Socapge f — — Socagium idem eff ſervits MR 

ſece, the Servies of the Plough. OA 
| Avid. | am ready to attend em — But pray now, 
when my Certificate is ſigned — it is of great Con- 
to me to know this. I fay, Sir, when my 
Certificate is ſigned, Mayn't I then —— Hey! (fart- 
ing up) Hey ! —What do I hear? 
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Cedic. 1 apprehend, — 1 humbly conceive when 


„„ ren Vicgin: the ————&4 22: 1 
ut — not 
442535 ä 
Newſman. (within) Great News in the London- 
Gazette. 
Nuid. Yes, yes it is it is the Gazette —— 
ant, run, you Jade, (turns her out} Harriet fly, 
it is the Gazette (turns her out. 
Codic. The Law in that Caſe, Mr. Quidnunc, pri- 


ma facie. 
Fay) I can't hear you, — I have not Time, —— 
Termagant, run, make Haſte. — amps violent ly. 
c. I fay, Sir, it is held in the — 


Avid. I care for no Books I want the Pa- 
pers. (famping. ) 
Codic. Throughout all the Books ——— Bo 


Man is non compos, and his Friends, inſtead of a Com- 
miſſion of Bankruptcy ſhould take out a Commiſſion 
of Lunacy. <a [Exit Cod. 
Enter TzxMacGarrt. 
Term. What do you keep ſuch a Bawling for ? the 


| Newnan ., — 
Emperor 0 
erm. Yes, him. 


uid. M dear Emperor of Morocco. 
2 a (burſts inte Tears.) 


Term. Ah! old Don Quickſett ! —P— Ma am. 
Ma” _— Miſs Harrier, _m_ into the next 
Room, there's Mr. Bellmour's Man Mr. Bell- 
mour has ſent a Billydore. 


Har. Oh, 


I don't know what to fay — where is he? let 


me run to him this Inſtant. (Exit Harriet. 


id. The of Morocco had a for 
the Balance of (fete) well, wells come, 
come, give me a 8 

Term. The Newſman would not truſt becauſe you te 


a Bankrupper, and fol paid two Pence Halfpenny for 
11. —— 
Nuid. Let's fee, let's fee. —— 


Term. 
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Term. Give me my Money then. 


bim. 
Did. Give it me this Inſtant, you = 


7 Gi Money, I fa 7 8 5 

erm. Give me . ( m. 

Ontd. I'll teach . I will, you Ba 4 ber.) 
erm. | won't part with it till I have my 

| ( * —＋ 2 


Quid. I'll give you no Money, Huſſey. (after her.) 
Term. —_ Daughter ſhall marry Mr. Be rl 


Quid. In never accede to the Treaty. (after ber.) 
Term. Go, you old Fool. om him) 
Quid. You vile Minx, worſe than the Whore of 
bylon. (after her.) 
Term, There, you old crack'd Brain'd Politic, — 
there's your Paper for you. 
(throws it dewn, and Exit.) 


9uid. ( fitting down.) Oh! Heavens! Pm 
= cut of Sreach a Jade, to keep my News 
6 does it fay? what does it 


ſay? what does it ſay? (Reads — fo while open- 


ing the Paper.) Whereas a Commiſſion of Bank- 
«« rupt is awarded and iſſued forth Abraham 
„% Quidnumc, of the Pariſh of St. ns in the 
66 222 Upholfterer, Dealer and Chapman, the faid 
7 is hereby required to ſurrender him- 

* « ſelf,” o, what ignifies this Stuff? I don't mind 
myſelf, when the Balance of Power is concerned. 
however, I ſhall be read of, in the ſame Paper, in the 
Landon Gazette, by the Powers abroad; together with 
the Pope, and the French King, — and all 
of em good, good 
here's a Pow'r of News, ſee, (reads) 
„Letters from the Vice Admiral, dated Tyger off 
© Calcutta.” ——— (mutters to himſelf . 22255 
will interupt 

clack, Tu . run into my Cho. 
a Vixen! a Trol- 


| ney 
| occaſion to buy The State of abe finking Fund, or Fac- 
tion detected, or The Barrier Treaty, — or, — and 


85 


- 
« 
— 
| 


* 
PA 
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beſides, how cou'd the Jade tell but To-morrow we 
may have a Gazerte Extraordinary ? [Exit. 


ACT K 


SCENE the UrnoisTERER'sS Houſe. 
Exter Quipxunc. 


| | Qu1ipnunc. 
HERE, where, where is he ?—wheres Mr. 
— 2 : ile 
Mr. a—a—Termagant, et, 7 ermagant, you v 
Minx, you faucy—— 
Enter TenMaGanrt. 
Here's a Racket indeed ! 
Ovid. Where's Mr. Pamphlet ? you, Baggage, if 
he's gone— ' 
Term . Did not I intimidate that he's in the next 
Room; why ſure the Man's out of his Wits. 
Quid. Shew him in here then I would not miſs 


ſeeing him for the Diſcovery of the North-Eaſt Paſſ- 


80 ini G int of a Politi 
| | [Exit Tzzxn. 
Quid. Shew him in 1 fay,——1 had rather fee him 
than the whole State of the Peace at Utrecht, or 
is 4-lamain,” Votes, or the Minutes, 
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Pamph. From the Court of 


|. - / — Coat. 


(laying ) 
* The Court of Requeſts, (whiſpers) are they 


Pamph. Hot work. 
9Quid. Debates arifing be. 
Pamph. Yes, and like to fit late. 


turn a Penny by an Earthquake ; or liveupon a Jail- 
Diſtemper; or dine upon a Murder ;—but 
now that's all over, — nothing will do now but i 

a Mi iſt or - 


JOU 
you a Scheme ( ng 
his Pockets) no that's not it—that's my Conduct of the 
Miniſtry, by a Country Gentleman—l proved the Na- 
tion undone here, this fold hugely, —and here now, 
here's my Anſwer to it, by anoble Lord this did 
not move the Trade 


—touch'd Twenty 3 
my Lidel upon — 
Ni. 
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Qu id. What, after being obliged to him? 

Pamph. Yes, for that R ——it excites Curioſi- 
ty White-waſh and Blacking-ball, Mr. Quidnunc ! 
in utrumque paratus, —no thriving without it. 

2uid. What have you here in this Pocket? 


Pamph. That's my Account with N 


the Broker, for writing P to raiſe or tumble 


the Stocks, or the Price of Tickets, accord- 
ing to his 


— 5 

Bl and aceb buys away and thrives upon our 
Ruin. Then o-morrow, we're all alive and 
again, Pondicherry's taken; a certain Northern Poten- 
tate will ſhortly ſtrike a Blow, to aſtoniſh all Europe, 
and then every true bora Engliſhman is willing to buy 


than its worth ; ſo — ſells away, and reaps the 
Pamph. Believe it !—believe any thing, —no Swal- 
a Gulp,—and down it goes, » glib.— | 
ug, 
tle, 
Can't dive 
Pamph. Bad, Sir, bad, —and how can it be bet- 
here, (goes to bis looſe Coat) here's a ipt !— 
this wil 
Qui. Shall ye? 


a Ticket for twenty or thirty Shillings more 
Fruits of our 1 
Quid. What and will the People believe that now ? 
low like a true born Engliſhman'——a Man in a Quart 
Bottle, or a Victory, it's all one to them, —they give 
Did. Yes, but an't at the Bottom of | 
Pamph. No, bing they dabble a lit 
Puid. Pray now, Mr. Pamphlet, what do you think 
of our Situation? 
ter the People in Power never fend to me, ——ne- 
ver conſult me, ——it muſt be bad. 
do the Buſineſs, a Maſtet-piece, —! thail 
be taken up for this. 
Pamph. As fure as a Gun | ſhall, ——1 know the 
Bookleller's a Rogue, and will give me up. * 
n Quid. 
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. 
„ PH tell you—(wwbiſpers) in order to make 
me hold my Tongue. 


4 Ay, but you won't hold your Tongue for all 


825 Po, po, not a Jot of that, abuſe 'em the 
next Dey 

. Well, well, I wiſh you Succeſs but do 
no News ? Xo 
Pamph. Yes, I've ſeen 
—— harkye!—( U 


1 * 
uid. ones ching permanent in this Warld.- | =. 
2, All is V 35 
28 
2b Ins and Outs. 12 
Quid. Wheels within Wheels ——— hu 
Pamph. No Smoak without Fire. N 
Ouid. All's well that Ends well. Tv 
Pamph. It will laſt our Time. zz 
Nui Whoever lives to ſee it, will know | 
more of the Matter. 8 
_ Pamph. Time will tell all. 


- if Ay, we await leave oll to the Deteranination 


of Mr. Pamphlet. Tm heartil ＋ . to 
for this + Viſit, — love you better than in Na- 


Pamph. And for my Part, Mr. — love 
you better than I do England itſelf. 
_=- That's kind, that's kind—there's nothing 1 
not do, Mr. Pamphlet, to ſerve you. 
2 Mr. 9azidnunc, I know you're a Man of 
Integrity and Honour,——I know you are,—and now 


fince we have open'd our Hearts, there is a Thing, 

Mr. Puidnunc, in which you can ſerve me, —you 

know, © Sir, —this is in the Fullneſs of our Hearts. 

you know you have my Note for a Trifle, —hard deal- 

ing with Aſſignees, now, could not you to ſerve a 

Friend, could not you throw that Note into the 221 
2 
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Quid. Hey! but would that be honeſt? | 

Pamph. Leave that to me, a refin'd Stroke of Policy, 
papers have been deſtroyed in all Governments. 

Quid. So they have,—it ſhall be done. it will be po- 
litical, it will indeed. —Pray now Mr. Pamphlet, what 
do you take to be the true political Balance of Power ? 

Pamph. What do I take to be the Balance of 
Power? 

Quid. Ay, the Balance of Power. 

Pamph. The Balance of Power is,—what do I take 
to be the Balance of Power, —the Balance of Power 
(ſouts his Eyes) what do I take to be the Balance of 
Power ? 

wid. The Balance of Power, I take to be, when 
the Court of Aldermen fits. 

Pampb. No, no, — 

DOuid. Yes, yes.— 

Pamp. No, no, the Balance of Power is when the 
Foundations of Government and the Superſtructutes 
are natural. 

Duid. How dye mean natural? 

Pamph. Prithee be quiet, Man,—this is the I un- 
The Balance of Power is—when the Super- 
ures are reduc'd to proper Balances, or when the 
Balances are not reduc'd to unnatural Superſtructures. 

9Quid. Po, po, I tell you it is when the Fortificati- 
ons of are demoliſn d. 


Pamph. That the Balance of Power 
Quid. That the Fortifications at Dunguergue. 
Pamph. Depends upon the Balances and Superſtruc- 
tures.— 

Auid. Conftitute the true Political ium.— 


Pamph. Nor will I converſe with a 


* 
2 
2 
Q 


Quid. And, Sir, I never deſire to ſee your Face, — 
Yuidd. 


2 
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Quid. Nor the Face of any Man who is ſuch a 
Frenchman in his Heart, and has ſuch Notions of the 
Balance of Power. [Exeunt. 

VIDYXUNC (Re-enters.) 
Ay, Fve him out, —ſuch abominable Piinci- 

I never deſire to converſe with any Man of his 
ions,——no, never, while I live. 
Re-enter PaMrntzr. 

— Mr. Quidnunc, one Word with you if you 
e. 

DOuid. Sir, I never deſire to ſee your Face. 

Pamph. My Property, Mr. Quidnunc—lI ſhan't leave 
my Property in the Houſe of pt, (1wvifling his 
Handkerchief round his Arm) a filly, empty, incompre- 
— — Mr Pampblet 

id. Blockhead! Mr. — 

Pamph. A Blockhead to uſe me thus, when 1 have 
you ſo much in my Power —— 

Quid. In your Power! | 

Pamph. In wy Power, Sir,—it's in my Power to 
g you. | 

Sued. To hang me! 

Pamph. Yes, Sir; to hang yeu-——(drawing on his 
Coat) Did not you propoſe, but this Moment, did not 
you deſire we to combine and conſederate to burn a 

ore, and deſtaud your Creditors. | 

DPuid. I defire it! | 

Famph. Yes, Mr. Qridnunc, but I ſhall detect you 
to the World. l' give your Charafter —— You ſhall 
have a Six-penny touch next Week. 

Flebit et inſignis totd cantabitur urbe. [Exit Pamphlet. 

Jui. Mercy on me, there's the Effect of his anti- 
conſtitutional Principles.— The Spirit of his whole Par- 
ty, I never deſire to exchange another Word with him. 

Enter TexMaAGanT. 

Term. Here's a Pother indeed !—did you call me? 
wid. No, you Trollop, no. 
erm. Will you go to ? 

Puid. No, no, no, no,—1 tell you, no. 

rm Better to go to Reſt, Sir ;—I heard a Doctor 
of Phyſic fay as how, when a Man is paſt his grand 
Crime, —what the Deuce makes forget my Word? 


bis 
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his Grand Caine-HysTerc, nothing is ſo good a- 
—— — as Reſt taken in its prudiſb 
wid. Hold Prating, —F'll not go to Bed, Pill 
* to my Brother Feeble, | want to 2 ſome Talk 
with him, and Fll go to him directly. [Exit Quidnunc. 
Term. Go thy ways for an old Hocus-pocus of a News- 
monger.—— You'll have good Luck if you find your 
Daughter here when you come back, Mr. Bellmouy will 
be here in the Intrim, and if he does not hcr off, 
why then I ſhall think him a mere fhilly 5 Feller ; 
by my Troth I ſhall think him as bad a Poliliſbing 
as yourſelf. —Well, as I live and breathe, I wonders 
what the Dickins the Man ſees in theſe News-Papers to 
2 1 4 7 with them — Let me 2 * 
» to if I can wveſtiga, thigg takes the 
— her and 1 
„ Yeſterday at Noon arrived at his Lodgings in 
„ Pall-Mall, Jabn Stukely, Eſq; for the Remainder of 
f „the Winter Seaſon.” | 
Where the Dewil has the Man been ?—who knows 
him, or cares a minikin Pin about him?—He may go to 
Jericho for what I cares. 
„The fame Day, Mr. William Tally. an eminent 
+ „ Man-Milliner, was married to Miſs Jenkins, Daugh- 
ter of Mr. Jenkins, a conſiderable Harber in · 
« Bearbinder- * 
What the Dickins is this to me ?—can't Mifs Fenkins 
and her Man-Milliner go to bed, and hold theic 


Tongues ?—why muſt they kiſs and tell? 
* By Advices from 9 — th is Policies now 


(reads to ber ſelf)—“ omiſes a general Peace.” — 
Why can't make the old Curmudgeon happy? 

By Letters from Paris — this is more Pubicies —— 
(reads to berſelf) and all ſeems tending to a general — 
** Rupture.” What the Dewwil does the Feller mean? 
Did not he tell me this Moment there was to be Peace, 
and now its bloody News again—To go to tell me ſuch 
an impudent Lie to my Face! 

At the Academy in Eſſex-Hreet, Grown People are 
« taught to dance. 

B 3 Grown 
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Grown People are taught to dance—T likes that well 
enough—I ſhould like to be betterer in my Dancing—l 
likes the Figerre of a Minute as well as a Figerre in 
News iy with King, and Checlemongers, and Biſhops 

_ Is, wit and and 

, and Ladies Prayer-Books, and Lap- 
Dop, and the Domedary and 8 and Ambaſ- 

„and Hair-Cutters, all 51 5 5 piggdely t 
—_ As I hope for Marcy ll never read anot 
Paper —and I wiſhes old Qzidnunc would do the fame— 
if the Man would do as I do, there would be ſome 
Senſe in it, —if inſtead of his Policies, he would ma- 
zyre his Mind like me, and read good Altars, and im- 
prove himſelf in fine Langidge, and Bombaft, and po- 


lite Accolliſbments. [Exit ſinging. 
| Scene the Street. 


Enter Bei.LMoOuUR, Roveweli.L, and Brisx, in Liguor. 

Bell. Women ever were, and ever will be fantaſtic 

Beings, vain, „and fond of Miſchief. ——— 
Brifk. Wen ar 


„ Maſter. 
— (Ing.. 
Deceit is in every Woman, 
But none in a Bumper can be, my brave Boys. 
But none in a Bumper can 
Bell. To be inſulted thus, with ſuch a contemptuous 
Anſwer to a Meſſage of fuch tender Import, ſhe might 
methinks at leaſt have treated me with good Manners, 
if not with a more grateful Return. 
Rove. - 1} 
to drown Sorrow. | 
5 Tu ſhake off her Fetters, I will, Briſt, this 
very Night I will — 
rich. That's right, Maſter, and let her know we 
n. dps od, colin i 
6 Wien fo ill, fr full beve 
* When ſbe wi 
Bell. Very true, Bri, v 


No truly, not I, none ; of your virtuous 
8 PII fer you down there, if you've a 


abated . 
car, 
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Tear, and make a Puppy of with a Smile, and ſo 
Tongs Ren to it. e 4 | 
ou're quite mi ure ,—you'll 
fe me malt e e ti- 
tude, and with more Joy than a fugitive Galley Slave, 
eſcape from the Oar, to which I have been chain'd.—- 
wa Maſter, — now's our Time, for look, 
the Glimmering of yonder Lamp, who comes along 
by the Wall there. | 
Bell. Her Father, by all that's Lucky,—-my dear 
Rode well. let's drive off. 
Rowe. Vil to him for vou, Man. — 
Bell. Not for the World—prichee come along 
[ Exeunt. 
Enter Quidx unxc, with a dark Lanthorn. 
Qui d. If the Grand Turk ſhould actually commence 
epen Hoſtility, and the Howuſe-bug Tartars make a 


Diverſion upon the Frontiers, why then it's my Opinion 
— diſcover to us a great deal mere of the 
ter. | 


WarTcn (within.) 
Paſt Eleven o'Clock, a Cloudy Night. 
uid. Hey! paſt Eleven o'Clock, —'Sbodikins, my 
Brother Feeble will be gone to Bed,—but he ſhan't fleep 
till I have ſome Chat with him, —Hark'ye, Watchman, 


Watchman. 
Enter W AT CHUAN. 
Dui. Ay, ep hither, ep hither 
d. Ay, i ither, ——have 
heard any News x 8 5 
"—_ . News, — wag PO 5 
d. Ay, about the Pruſtans ot the Ruſſians ? 
atch. Ruffians, Maſter. 
Ay 4 * 1 — — 
arch. er, nows nothing poor 
Gentleman (pointing to bis Head) Good Ni t to you, 
Maſter, —::iſt Eleven o'Clock. [Exit Watchman. 
Puid. Tent Man now has a Place under the Go- 
vernment, and he won't f But Pm lofing Time 
(knocks at the Door) Hazy Weather (coking up.] The 
 Wind's fix'd in that Quarter, and we ſhan't have any 
| Mails 


5 


* 
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Mails this Week to come, - come about, good Wind, 


do, about. | 
Enter a Szxvant Maid. 
Maid. La, Sir, is it you? 
9uid. Is your Maſter at home, Child? 
Maid. Gone to Bed, Sir. 
* Well, well, Fil up to him. 
id. Muſt not diſturb him for the World, Sir. 
= Buſineſs of the utmoſt Importance 
id. Pray conſider, Sir, my Maſter an't well. 

Nuid. Prithee, be quiet Woman; I muſt ſee him. 

h [Exeunt. 

SCENE, @ Neem in Fetz: Houſe. 
ou _ yo 7 his Night Gown. 
Feeb. | was j ing into Bed ;——bleſs m 
Heart what can this Man — 7—— I ͤ know his Voice, 
l hope no new Misfortune brings him at this Hour. 
uid. Hold your Tongue, fooliſh Hufſey,—be'll 

be Jad to ſee me.-Brother Feeb/e,Brother Feeble( within.) 

Fieeb. What can be the Matter? 
Enter Qui unc. 

Quid. Brother Feeble, I give you Joy,—the Nabob's 
demoliſh'd, („ngs) Britons ffrike home, revenge, &c. 

Feeb. y, Mr. Quidmnc, how can you ſerve 
me thus ? 

uid. Suraja Dowla is no more. 

Feeb. Poor Man! he's ftark — mad. 

Duid. Our Men diverted themſelves with killing 
their Bullocks and their Camels, till they diſlodg d the 
Enemy from the Octagon, and the Counterſcarp, and 


the _ 

Feeb. hear the reſt to-morrow Morning, —oh ! 
Pm ready to die. 

Quid. Odfheart, Man, be of good chear, the new 
Nabob, Taffer Alley Catun, has acceded to a Treaty; 


and the Engliſh C have got all their Rights in 

the r and the Huſhbulbeor ums. „ 

Feeb. But dear heart Mr. Quidnunc, why am I to 

be difſturb'd for this? | 
Quid. We had but two Seapoys killed, three Cho- 


keys, four Gaul-walls, and two Zemidars. (fings) 
Britons ne ger ſhall be Slaves. 4 
eeh. 
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Feeb. Would not to-morrow Morning do as well 
for this? | 


Quid. ——_—_— I, up 
Light up your light 


Teh, Well, well, Far glad Lee Night. (qe) 
F. e m it 
Qui d. Here, here's 42 
Feeb. Oh, I ſhall certainly faint. - (in ds) 
Quid. Ay, ay, fit down, and Pll read it to you, 
(Read;) nay, don't run away——T've more News to 
tell you, there's an Account from Milli in 4 
merica.—the Superintendant of Indian 
 Feeb. Dear Sir, dear Sir — him) 
 Nuid. Has ſettled Matters with the Cheroheer—— 


bim) 

Feeb. Enough, enou bim) 
Puid. In the — is Tſo wh the 
Catabaws. 1 — — 


Feeb. Well, well, 

Quid. 80 that the 0 — e bin 

Feeb. 1 wiſh you'd let me be a quiet 
my own Houſe. 

Qui. l. So that the back Inhabitants will now be 
ſecur'd by the Cherokees and Cataba 5. 

Feb. You'd better go home, and think of appear- 
ing before the C 

Auial. Go home! no, no, I'll go and talk the Mat- 
ter over at our Coffee-houſe. 

Feeb. Do ſo, do fo——_— 

Qui d. (Returning) Mr. Feeble, ——T1 had a Diſpute 
_ the Balance of Power, ——pray now can you 
te 

Feeb. I know nothing of the Matter 

_- Well, another Time will do for that—I have 
eat deal to fay about that (going, returns) * 
1 like to have forgot, there's an Erratum in the 
laſt Gazette. 

Feeb. With all my Heart 

Quid. Page 3d. Line 1, Col. if, 5 
read Booms. 

Feeb. Read what you will 

Nuid. Nay, but that alters the — you know, 
—well, now your Servant. If | hear any more _ 
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Pill come and tell you. 
Feeb. For Heaven's 7 — 
Duid. Fil be' with you before you're out of your 


. Segen night, Good night. [Runs of. 


Quid. I forgot to tell you—the Emperor of Morocco 
is err after him) ſfo———now Pve made 
N and knock up my Friend Razer, 
him too ;—and then I'll go and fee if 
Coffee-houſes, —and make them 


. [Exit Quidnunc. 
a STxEeT. 4 Houſe with a Barber a 
Pole up, ——and burning on the outſide. 


Enter Quipnunc, with 4 dark Lanthorn. 
Qui. Ah Friend Razor / he has a great Reſ- 


— ſor a — Night.— Who knows but he has 
ard ſome more 1 — — 


Razor lorking out of the Ii in 
Razor Anan ! 
Dnid. Friend Razor. 
A. 2 My Maſter . I'm pou for 
ews.—will a —1 

red you par Pipe open 
Quid. Not now, Friend Roses. 
Razor. Tve ſomething to tell you—P'll come down. 
Duid. This may be worth ftaying for—What can 
he have heard? 

Enter Razor, in bis Cap, a Pipe in his Mouth and a 
| ann. 
Razor. e's to you 
4 have ng? wie bs have you 
w—_— The Conſumers of Oats are to meet next 

uid. Thoſe Conſumers of Oats have been meet- 
ing any time theſe ten Years to Knowledge, and 
I never cou'd find what they are t. 

Razor. Things an't right, I fear —its 
put down a Body's Spirits. 


rinks 


uid. No, not nothing to fear—I can tell you ſome 
od News—a certain great Potentate has not heard 


Razor. 


-Maſs, the Lord knows when. 
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Razor. That Spirits drinks 
a oy nn? > fg _ 


wid. With all Heart—(drinks) Good Liquor 
kn Maſter | wag / cold Night 


Razor. Yes, —I ern * _ 1 N14 in 
my _— i 7 AS Rebel my 
Wife is? | 

uid. A Rebel! 

Ay, a Rebel—l earned half- 


penny to Day, and ſhe wanted to lay out al that 
Sum upon the Children—whu—but I bought 


thoſe 


Candles for the good of my Country, to rejoice with as 


a Body may fay—a little Virginy for my Pipe, and this 
Sup IEC A 

ade you 4 what a Nation we ſhou d — cnn 
Razor. Ay, very true, —(ſbakes bis Head) 

Quid. I can give you the Gazette to read. 
Razor. Can LL ab - - ar Lond 
Homete you when i indeed 

Yuid. Friend Razor, you begin to be alittle x4 
Raz. Yes, I have a whirligigg of a Head. —but a 
c 


| — Well, I ſhall be at home in half an Hour. 
Har 


Raz. 1 


uid. I have made a rare diſcovery.—Flarida will 
be to ſupply Jamaica with Peet for their Winters 
firings. I had it from a deep Politician. 


i. at los the Poor People of Jamaica 
will have 2% pak [Exeunt 


Scens The Upbolſfterer's Houſe. ; 


Enter BeLLMouR, and Hale r. 
Har. Mr. Bellmour, pray Sir—l1 defire, Sir, you'll 
not follow me from Room to Room. 

Bell. Indulge me but a Moment. 

Har. No, Mr. Bellmour, I've ſeen too much of 
your Temper,—I'm touch'd beyond all enduring at 
your unmanly Treatment. 

Bell. 2 Madam. 


Har. 
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Har. Unmanly, Sir, to upon the Misfor- 
tunes of my Family, and infult me with the formida- 
ble Menaces that, Truly you have done, you'll be 
* no more a Slave to me.” —Oh fye, Mr. Bellmour, I 
did not think a Gentleman capable of it. 

Bell. But you wont conſider. 

Har. Sir, I wou'd have Mr. Bel/mour underſtand 
that tho' my Father's Circumſtances are embarraſs'd, 
] have ſtill an Uncle, who can, and will place me in a 
State of Aﬀuence, and then, Sir, your Declarations.— 
Bell. My deareſt Harriet, they were but haſty Words, 
let me now entreat you ſuffer me to convey you hence, 
tar from your Father's Roof, where we may at h 
enjoy that Happineſs, of which we have long cherith'd 
the loved Idea. — What ſay you, Harriet. 

Har. I don't know what to fay—my Heart's at my 
Lips.—why don't you take me then. 
Enter TexMAaGanT. 

Term. Undone, Undone! Fm all over in a fuj- 
rain old Jimini Gomini's coming. 

Har. O Lud. what is to be done now ? 

Term. The Devil! what can be done? I have it— 
don't fluſtrate yourſelf, —I'll find ſome Nonſenſe News 
for him —away with you both into that Room. Quick, 
quick. | : A [Exeunt. 
Let me ſee—have I nothing in my Pocket for the Old 
Hecus Pocus, to read? Pwaſh! that's Mr. Bellmour's 
Letter to Miſs Harri. I envelop'd that Secret for all 
Pains to purvent me.—Old Politic muſt not have an 
1dzer of that Bufineſs—Stay, ftay, is there ne er an old 
Trumpery News- paper ?—this will do. [ Puts it in her 
Pocket] Now let the Gazette of a Fellow come as ſoon 


as he will. | 
Enter Quipx unc. 
Quid. Fy upon it——ty upon it !——all the Coffee 
Houſes ſhut up Where is my Salus Gazetteer, and 
my Map of the World — In that Room, I fancy 
- I won't ſleep till | know the Geography of all theſe 
Places. | Going. 
Term. Sir, Sir, Sir! 
Quid. What's the Matter? 


Term. 


Or, What Nz ws? 


Term. Here has been Mr.—He with the odd 
id. Mr. D—— that writes the Verſes 
___ pretty 
Term. Ay, Mr. Reptile—the fame, He fays as how 
ber Pockets) — — 
of them. * * 1 
id. That I will let me ſee ! 


un fads bare boa 4 es I, 
int 2 
you 


angles in my Pocket there, there it is. 
Paper and drops the Letter) Pray amuſe it | 
ö 


wid, No, I'll read it here | 
erm. Do ſo, —hbe'll call in the ing, — Ill get 
him to Bed I warrant me, and then Miſs iet may 
2 Hert=tho is old News-Paper — 

is an L — 
What's this? (tales up the Letter) here may be ſome 
News. —“ To Miſs Harriet Quidnunc. Let me fee— 


[reads. 
« My deareſt Harriet, 

Why will you keep me in a ſtate of Su 21 
have given you every Proof of the fincereſt 

« and Love. Surely then, now that you ſee your Fa- 

«© ther's i X you may determine to conſult your 

* own AQ bo bp may me to wait on 

« you this Evening, I will convey you to a Family, 

% who will take the tendereſt Care of your Perſon, 

« till you reſign it to the Arms of 

« Your Eternal Admirer 

Bellmour.” 

icy detected hy Harriet, 

hes noe 442 


Quid. „the Enemy in our Camp. 

Har. 11 „Sir.— 
Avid. No! What does he lurk in my Houſe for ? 
Bell. Sir, my Deſigns are honourable, you ſee, Sir, 
12d 


0 
Quid. 
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Lid. Ay, Thanks to Termagant, or I ſhou'd have 
2 4 hen you.—— 

Term. (looking in.) What the Devil is here to do 
now ;— I am all over ina Quandery. 

Quid. Now, Madam, an't you a falſe Girl—an 
undutiful Child ?—Burt I can get Intelligence you ſee— 
Ter magant is my Friend, and if it had not been for her— 

Enter Texmacanrt. 

Term. Oh my Stars and Garters! here's ſuch a piece 
of thc ſhall 1 do? My poor dear Miſs 
Harriet—— (cries bitterly.) 

" Quid. What is there any more News? What has 
happen'd now ? 
* erm. Oh, Madam, — 1 7 1 me, 1 

-I did not do it did not, as 
for Mercy I did not yy 

= Js the Woman crazy? 

erm. I did not intend g++ him ;—I would 
have ſeen him gibbetted firſt, I found the Letter in your 
Beb-Chamber—I knew it was the fame I delivered to 
— 13 
my ty, Now Termagant, you may 
** tify yourſelf by finding out the Contents of that 
** Letter, which you have fo violent an itching for 
My Curiokity did fay ſo and then I own my re 
for did ſay to me, Huſſey, how dare 
with what does not belong to you ? _— 
Diſtance and let your Miſtreſs's Secrets alone.” 200 
then that, in comes my Curioſity 
"I tell you, Termagant, a Woman of Spi — 
know every thing,” ** Letit alone, , lays 
my ReſpeR, ** its as much as your is worth,” 
ation's a Place with an old 
« per,” 2888 n . 7 
«* one, ſo readit, Itell you, Fer did 
read it, what could 1 do? — Hes me I did 
read it, I don't go to deny it, 12 — 
J don't —— (crying very bitterly.) 

Buid.. And I have read it too, don't keep ſuch an 
 Uproar, M man 

Term. And after I had read it, thinks me, Pll give 
this to wy Miſtreſs again, and her Germanecus of a 

Father 


* 
Þ 


— 
. 
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Father ſhall never ſee it—and fo as my ill Stars would 
have it, as I was givi n 
Handi into the Lyon's Mouth. : 
Bell. What an unlucky Jade ſhe has been 41A. 
Har. Well, there's no Harm done, Termagant ; for 
I don't want to deceive my Father. 
1250 NEL 9 
what's all t er nt. 
Term. Yes, Sir. [Exit. 
Aud. A Waiter from the Coſfee-Houſe mayhap 
with ſome News — You ſhall go to the Round Houſe, 
Friend —PFll carry you there L v5 and who knows 
but I may meet a Parliament Man 2 Houſe 
to tell me ſome Politicks. 
Enter RoveweLL. 
Rove. But I fay I will come in, my Friend ſhan't be 
murder'd amongſt you 
Bell. *Sdeath, brings you here ? 
iting i Coach for 
you theſe two Hours, and me but I was afraid 
they had ſnother' you between two Feather Beds. 
Enter TzxMacant. 
Term. More Miefortunes—here comes the Watch. 
Avid. The beſt News I ever heard. 
Enter Watcuman. 


1 Murder, I charge 


Watch. Stand and deliver in the King's Name, ſeize 
em. knock em down—— 


Bell. Don't frighten the Lady—here's my Sword—1 
ſurrender. 
Rove. You Scoundrels—Stand off, Raſcals— 
Watch. Down with him—down with him— (fight. 
Enter Razon in bis firſt Cloaths—with the 
Gazette in bis Hand. — 


up the Gazette and ftirips to 

uid. Thar ok t, that's right—hold him 
[Watchmen ſeize Rove. and Raner — 
Rove. You have overpower'd me, you — 
erm, 
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Term. I believe as ſure as any thing, as how he's a 
— how it was he that robb'd the 


uid. What, rob the Mail and ſtop all the News, — 
ſearch him ſearch him be may have the Letters be- 
longing to the Mail in his Pockets now—Ay, here's one 
Letter“ To Mr. Abraham Quidnunc,”—Let's Re 
* what it is—Your dutiful Son, Jobe 5 

Rove. That's my Name, and 
ſumed. 


Nuid. What and am I your Father? 
Razor. (looks at bim) Oh my dear Sir, (embraces 
him and powders him all over) tis he ſure 
1 

rd. 

Aid. Juſt return d from the Weſt-Indies, I fup- 
* Yes, Sir; the owner of a rich Plantation. 
Quid. What, by ſtudying Politicks ? | 
Mun ren 
ortune enough to in your 

20 dan Lee An age _ 


Razor. And 1 | 
Rove. So thou » honeſt Razor,—in the 
time let me entreat you beſtow my Siſter upon 


NS... ſoon as he 
ia. ma as AS 
2 4 ene 
Term. There, Madam, calcine your Perſon to hi 
DPuid. What are the Spaniards doing in the Bay of 
Honduras? 
Rove. A Truce with Politicks for the Preſent, if you 
„Sir. —— We'll think of our own Affairs firit — 
_ we. concern ourſelves about the Balance of 
ower. 


Razor. With all my Heart, Pm rare happy. 


Come, Maſter Quidnunc, now with News ba' done, 
. Bleſ#d in your Wealth, your Daughter and your Son ; 
May Diſcord ceaſe, Faction no more be ſeen, 


Be High and Low for Country, King and Queen. GED 
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